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With the silver seas around us and the pale moon

overhead,
And .the look-out not a-looking and his pipe-bowl

glowing red.

Ah! the pig-tailed, quidding pirates and the pretty

pranks we played,
All have since been put a stop-to by the naughty

Board of Trade;
The schooners and the merry crews are laid away

to rest,
A little south the sunset  in  the  Islands of the

Blest.